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THE 


BATTLE. 
1 AUG H RIM: 


3 Or, The FALL of 

Z Monſieur St. RUTH. 

0 TRAGEDY. 
4 By RO BERT ASHTON. 


To which is ; prefixed, 
An Extract from the Hiſtory of Ireland. 


Not in any former Edition. 
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© Since Heaven that did our - Natere frft create, 
Has + fince ordain'd all Men muſt bend to Fate 3 q 
So ts it alſo by our Stars decreed, 

The Hero by 2 Force of War ſhall bleed. 
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To His ExckLLENCVY. 


JO HN, Lord Carteret, 


Lord Lieutenant General, and General Go- 
vernor of IRELAND, 


May it pleaſe your Excellency, 


I T is not without paying the greateſt Re- 
ſpect due to your great Birth and Quality, 
that I preſume to lay this Tragedy, the firſt 
Fruits of my Labour, at your Lordſhip's- 
Feet, and at the fame Time beg your noble 
Protection, to a Work ſo meanly performed. 
This memorable Battle, on which the Fate of 
IRELAND then depended, was fought on 
SUNDAY, JULY the 12th, 1691. The Ef- 
tects of which, was the entire Subverſion of 
Popery and arbitrary Power ; and, ſurely, an. 
Action which acquired fo much Glory to the 
Engliſh Nation ought not to be forgot, when 
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iv DEDICA'T LON: 

Matters of far leſs Moment are daily adapted 
to the Stage. This, my Lord, and your Lord- 
ſhip's ſhining Character, emboldened me to 
undertake this Play, wherein the Honour of 
feveral of your Lordſhip's Country men are 
very nearly concerned: That your Excellen- 
cy may therefore, with your illuſtrious Con- 
fort and ſhining Off-ſpring, be the laſting 
Glories of Poſterity, and ſhine in the remot- 
eſt Annals of the Earth, to be a peculiar Pa- 
tron to ſucceeding Ages, ſhall be the Pray- 
ers of, my Lord, your Excellency's 


Moſt Obedient, 
Humble, 


and Devoted, 


Faithful Servant, 


RohERT ASHTON, 
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EXTRACT from the Hiſtory of IRELAND, 
relative to. the memorable Battle which was 
the occaſion of this TRAGEDY, 


T. RuTH thinking himſelf ſecure, and be- 
- lieving the beſiegers to have entirely relin- 
quiſhed the deſign, 220 three of his worſt regi- 
ments during that very night the council of war 
had been held, to relieve the over fatigued gar- 
riſon. (Speaking of Athlone. ) | 

But this being the caſe, when all things were: 
ſecretly prepared for the aſſault, a body of two 
thouſand men was ordered to attempt the paſſage 
of the river, whilſt others mounting the walls: 
oppoſite to the enemy, were prepared to cover: 
the deſign by keeping an inceſſant fire upon them. 
Then the Engliſh with a great ſhout ſuddenly en- 
tered: the river, and after a ſmart diſpute, made 
their paſſage good, attacked the town in ſeveral 
parts, and cut off the communication with St. 
Ruth's army, which the Iriſh perceiving, aban- 
doned the place, ſhifting as well as poſſible for 
their ſafety, while thoſe from whom they ex- 
pected relief were marching too ſlowly to their 
aſſiſtance, and ſeeing the guns of the town now: 
Preparing to be turned againſt them, ſpeedily re- 
treated, and breaking up their camp, withdrew: 
in great haſte to Aughrim. 

Ginckle had received authority from William 
to publiſh a pardon: for all ſuch of the Iriſh as 
choſe to take the benefit of it; but, for W 
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beſt known by himſelf, the Dutchman had de- 
layed till now to propoſe it. As ſoon as it was 
known, numbers who were diſperited by the late 
misfortune, took the advantage of it, and this 
circumſtance as well as the reproaches of thoſe 
who remained, determined St. Ruth to alter his 
plan of a de enſive war, and ſet the fate of Ire- 
land upon the iſſue of a battle while he had yet 
the means left him of aſſembling an army where- 
with to make one general effort. 

To this purpoſe he drew together the garri- 
ſons he had ſtationed in the neighbouring towns, 
to the number of about twenty-five thouſand 
men, with whom he had reſolved to face the 
enemy. He had encamped this army on a f 
in a line which had extended two miles; half a 
mile from the front below was a bog with two- 
paſſages, one of which led to the right, the other 
to the left of his camp. The paſſage on the left 
opened into a corn- field, in which, however, 
0 only four battalions could form a front. Farther 
on were difficult grounds, and the ruins of the 

caſtle of Aughrim, where cannon were placed. 
The paſſage to the right opened upon ground 
that was wider but yet afforded not room for an 
army. The ſpace between theſe two paſſages. 
was filled with hedges and ditches which were- 


lined with troops, and the remainder of the ar- . 
my was ranged upon the heights bofore the 
camp. 


Ginckle having ſpent a week in refreſhing his- 
troops at Athlone, followed with the Engliſh ar- 
my to Aughrim, from whence his approach be- 
ing diſcerned even whilſt at a great diſtance, St. 
Ruth took all precaution to form his troops, in 
order to prepare them. for his reception. He 

himſelf. 
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himſelf made a ſpeech to animate them; the 
prieſts ran through all the ranks, cauſing the men 
to ſwear upon the ſacrament that they would not 
deſert their colours, and uſing every argument to 
inſpire them with courage, that the love of their 
religion, or regard for their own honour and that 
of their country could dictate. 

This was indeed a moſt remarkable ſituation z 
for now once more was the fate of Ireland brought 
to a criſis, Now was the fate of William and of 
James in that country to be determined, as well 
as that of the Proteſtant and the Catholic inte- 
reſt. The eyes of all were upon this great 
event, and both parties prepared themſelves ac- 
cordingly. 

The Engliſh army in two diviſions marched 
to the right and left of the bog, bending to- 
wards each other with a deſign of flanking the 
enemy, and joining on the riſing ground, while 
St. Ruth who ſtood upon the heights ſuffered 
them to paſs the bog without interruption, in- 
tending to attack the two bodies ſeparately, be- 
fore they ſhould be in a condition to aſſiſt each 
other. For this purpoſe, when he found the left 
wing of the Engliſh had advanced into the open 
ground, he diſpatched moſt of his cavalry in or- 
der to ſtrengthen his right,—-—--On this general 
Mackay adviſed Ginkle to draw off part of his 
right wing to the left, and in the interim ſound- 
ing the bog, and finding it not impaſſable, he 
ordered part of his troops to paſs through it 
to the corn field on the left, and there to keep 
their ſtation without preſſing upon the enemy, 
till he ſhould be ready to flank them. And at 
'the ſame time general Talmaſh marched before, 
in order to attack the caſtle of Aughrim. But 
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vii HISTORY of IRELAND. 
theſe troops which Mackay had ordered to re- 
main inactive forgot the injunction, and advanc- 
ed towards the line of hedges, where they were 
received by the Iriſh with a briſk fire. The 
latter, however, at length retired in order to 
draw their enemies on, and the ſtratagem ſuc- 
ceeded ; for the Engliſh eagerly purſued, till by 
means of the communication the Iriſh had made 
between the hedges, they found themſelves ſur- 
rounded, and fired upon at once in their front, 
flanks, and rear, while their general, who had 
not yet overcome the difficulties of the broken 
grounds, could not give them any aſſiſtance. 
This falſe ſtep was likewiſe to have occaſioned 
an entire defeat of that wing ; for the ſoldiers, 
thus embarraſſed, were obliged to give way on 
all' ſides; ſome retiring with precipitation to the 
corn field, whilſt others even fled back through 
the bog. —This was a very diſagreeable ſpectacle 
to the Engliſh generals, who as ſoon as they 
could diſencumber themſelves, * bent all their 
force to that quarter, where their friends were 
diſtreſſed, while St. Ruth viewing from his 
heights the embarraſſment of the enemy threw 
his hat up three times into the air and ſhouted 
for joy, giving thoſe about him the aſſurances of 
what he thought a certain victory. | 

But the conſideration of the ſhame, and till 
more of the danger of a defeat, worked upon 
the Engliſh, that having ſurmounted the: firſt 
difficulty, they not only kept their ground, 
but after a ſmart ſtruggle advanced upon the 
enemy. The wary St. Ruth now finding the ſcene 


was about to change, and obſerving the two divi - 


ſions of the enemy to the right and left gathering 
upon the riſing grounds, reſolved with all ſpeed 
to 


'* Geoghegan. 
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Z tb prevent the junction.—— — Preparing there- 
fore himſelf to deſcend with a ſtrong body of 
horſe from the heights, where he had hitherto re- 
mained, ** Now,” ſaid he, „ will [ drive the 
- Engliſh to the very gates of Dublin.“ 
(oF He had reſolyed to fall upon the enemy in a 
dangerous hollow way, through which they were 
obliged to pals; but in his way he was flain by 
a cannon- ball, which ſo diſheartened his ſoldiers 
that they firſt halted and atterwards fled ; nor- 
> could Sarsfield, who was ſecond in command, 
when they were rallied give any ſuccour to the 
aarmy, ſince having been at enmity with St. Ruth, 
- Heknew nothing of that general's plans or diſpo- 
> fitions. The whole Iriſh army was now divided 
into three bodies, neither of which knew what- 
plan they were to a& upon, while the two divi- 
fions of Gingle's army, conducted by their ge- 
nerals, who ſtill kept that uniform diſpoſition 
= with which they had at firſt ſet out, and which 
alone could procure them victory, of verging- 
towards each other, found themſelves every mo- 
ment nearer attaining their end, and the body ot. 
Engliſh appointed to paſs the hollow way having 
compaſſed their deſign, began to attack their 
enemies in flank, who were totally. unable to. 
prevent them; which perceiving, after a ſtrug- 
/ gle that was vain, they fled with precipitation, 
and abandoned the field to the Engiiſh who 
gained a complete victory, which however they 
iullied by their cruelty in granting no quarter to 
1 the vanquiſhed, who loft about ſeven thouſand; 
men in the ation and purſuit, together with 
their tents, baggage, and military ſtores, , which 
fell into the hands of the enemy, . whoſe loſs a- 
£ B mounted 
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mounted to little more than ſeven hundred flain- 
in balſſe. | 
It is highly probable that the Engliſh owed 
this victory to the death of the French general, 
who though he was but ill beloved by the Iriſh, 
and had loſt them Athlone, was yet a good ge- 
neral, as James well knew, when he ſent him to 
take the command. Nor would even the loſs of 
him have been attended with tuch fatal conſe- 
quences to the lriſh, if the diſputes between 
him and Sarsfield had not prevented the latter 
from being acquainted with the diſpoſitions of the 
former. After all, it muſt be allowed that the. 
Iriſh made a moſt gallant refiſtance as long as 
there was any probability of ſucceſs, and therefore 
deſerved to be treated as a valiant enemy. 
Limerick being the only place of any conſide- 
Table ſtrength remaining in the hands of the Iriſh, 
thither the fugitives retreated, and thither Gin- 
kle prepared to follow them, taking all the pla- 
ces which lay in the way, and Galway among the 
reſt, the garriſon of which town were permitted, 
by the articles of capitulation, to retire to Lime- 
rick, where in all likelihood they were of more 
diſſervice than uſe to their countrymen that were 
cooped up Within the limits of that place. 


TO 


- * 
1 * 
I 
PF 
— <4 . 
2 


"Is po N wy 


Ss 
*. 
15 


x7 


SA 


| DE. 
T 0 s: 
Mr. ROBERT ASHTON, 


On bis Play of the Battle of AUGHRIM, 


HEN Yuuth appears ſo ſoon in queſt of Fame, 
And as a Sportſman bravely meets his Aim, 

The Heid of Criticks for a Share contend, 

And find ſuch Faults they know not how to mend ; 

Whilſt as an Eagle ſoaring in the Sky, 

You Gare their Spleen, and all their Rage defy. 

For, Sir, with greateſt Pleaſure I ſurvey 

Athens eclips'd by this your tragick Play; 

The Plot ſo noble, and in every Line 

Both Wit and Eloquence peculiar ſhine. 

Here we may view how, in a crimſon Field, 

Britain's dread Sons taught France and Teague to yield, 

Withſtood their Fury in Hibernia's Cauſe, | 

Then ſurely ſuch a Theme deſerves Applauſe ; 

For ſure you are alone, Fame juſtly ſays, 

The firſt Hibernian Bard who merits Bays: 

Then Aſhton never fear, the Chace purſue, 

Court her, the flies from us, but yields to yon; 

Embrace the Taſk, and in the End you'll find 

That Honour waits to crown a ſtudious Mind. 

The amorous Lark, who fiſt 1eceives its Bieath 


Within ſome verdant Turff low on the Earth, 


Aſſuming Strength, her wanton Breaſt ſhe heaves, 
And from her Neſt the lofty Sky ſurveys, 

Then claps her Wings, and ſtrives to fly in vain, 
The little Songſter's forc'd to fall again; 

But ſtriving ſtill, and taking better Care, 

She ſoars aloft, and mounts into the Air; 

So may you riſe with Fame, and ſtil] excel, 

And your chief Glory be in writing well. 


CHARLES USHER, T. C. D. 
P R O 
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PROLOGUE. 


E crave your Audience, Judges of the Age, 
Whiſſt a renowned Story mounts our Stage; 
Heroick Deeds and Aughrim's glorious Fight, 


With War and Bloodſhed, ſwells our Scenes To-night. 


Never did C ſar do an Action bolder, / 

And was our Author but a little older, 

Not Pompey's Triumphs, nor great Scipio's Fame, 
Could once compare: with glorious William's Name: 
*Tis true, the Jriſb found it to their Coſt, 

They fought that Battle bravely which they loſt, 
Even like He#ors as for a Time they ſtood, 

And ere they tun, they dy'd the Field in Blood; 
Nom great Pharſalia, nor the. Africk Coaſt; 

Could ever yet fo great a Wonder boaſt; 

But ſhould the Play fall ſhort upon my Truth, 
You may impute it to our Author's Youth ? 
Scarce Tender twenty, faith a childiſh Age, 
To bring ſo great a Subject to the Stage, 


Nor let not Malice over-rule your Wit, 

For if you do, by owe we'll damn your Pit: 

Sit not like Dogs in Hay, prepar'd to damn, 

That will not eat, nor ſuffer thoſe who can; 

For ſure you would be bo'd, ſhould you pretend 
To damn a Play that CaxTEzET will defend. 

No, Criticks, rather firſt in Duty riſe, 

And ſpeak Lord CaxTERET'S Virtue to the Skies; 


hen Ciiticks judge with Temper as you fit, ; 


Let 
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Let all our Cannon with their Smoke convey 
His ſhining Glories to the ambient Sea: 

O ſpeak his Fame to each remoteſt iſle, 

To Euphrates, and the famous /e, 

And may Hibernia long enjoy a Friend 

Like him, to ſheiter, govern and defend. 
Now to the Ladies we ſubmit the Cauſe, 

And from their Eyes expect to gain 4 pplauſe ; 
For at the Firſt our Author took a Care 

To find a little Love to pleaſe the Fair. 

Then, Ladies, pray do Juflice every Way, 
Pity his Youth, and ftr:ve to fave his Play; 
But it it muſt be damn'd, why damm way. 
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PerRSONS REPRESENTED. 


MEN. 
Baron de Ginkle, General of the Engliſh, 


Marquis Rutyipny, 
General Talmaſb, Generals in the Engliſh Army. 
General Mackay, 


* 


Colonel Hertert, | 
Colonel TLarles, 5 E Colonels, 


Monſieur St. Ruth, General of the 1ri/h, 


Sarsfiel4, Lord Lucan 
General Dorringlon, ; | Iriſh Generals. 


Colonel 7. e, ; 
Colonel Gordon O'Neal, $ Iriſh Colonels. 


A young Engliſh Gentleman of 


, ; Fortune in Love with Colo- 
Sir Charles Godfrey, nel Talbots Daughter, and a 


Voluntier in the Iriſb Army. 


WOMEN. 
Jemina, Colonel T7a¹s Daughter. 
Lucinda, Wife to Colonel Herbert. 


With Officers, Soldiers, Meſſengers, Guards, and 
Attendants. 


SCENE, The Iriſh Camp, near Athlone. 
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SCENE, A Camp. 


The Play opens with a martial Sound of Kettle Drums and 
Trumpets behind the Scenes, after which the Curtain 
goes up and diſcovers St. Ruth, Lord Sarsfield, and 
Col. Gordon O'Neal, as fitting in Cuuncil ; they riſe 
and come forward. 


St. Ruth. 


* brave Sargfeld, in our Camp we lye, 
And from our Lines the Britiſh Foice defy, 
Though in their Cauſe both Dutch and Danes do join 
To boaſt their dear bought Conqueſt of the Boyne. 
From yonder Hill, my Lord, I can ſurvey 
Some great Rejoicing in their Camp To-day, 
For in the Air { could behold afar, 
Their Enſigns wavering in the Pomp of War, 
Their Cannon firing, and a Smoke ariſe, 
As with their Acclamations reach the Skies. 
Believe 
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Believe me, Sir, theſe Whiggiſh Winds do bring 

Some lying Packet irom their Orange King, 

The vicious Allies do lome Fort inveſt. 

Or «ite their Fleet has cannonaded Breſt ; "3 
But let their Aris in Flanders to proceed, * 
By us the fan'd {iibermia ſhail be freed 1 
Our Zizwer de Luce and Harp we will diſplay j 
To tiight thoſe Wolves and Lions Cubs way, 

Thule Nun-conteninets, that pollute the Soil, 

And g:ow both fat and wanton with your Spoil ; 

For which great Leavis anxious of the Land, 

Hath ſent ine here your Army to command. 

Sars. We ftand indebted to the Chriſtian King, 
Next, Sir, to you, who do thoſe Succours bring. a 
Long may you live in martial Pomp to wield 
A Heroe's Sword, the Truncheon, or the Shield, 

You ſee our King and Race of Prieſts are ſent 

With all their Relicks into Banſhment, 

Cur State is ſunk; and now on every Side, 

Fhe Pope and Trip/z-Crewn arc doth deny'd. 

Our Foe the Metropo! an commands, 

And all the Power is wicked from our Hands. 

No Garriſon we hold to call our own, 

Pt Limerick, Ga/away, and ſtout Athlone. | 
Which you, my Lord, have feen from yonder Ground, 
With Britiſh Forces quite beleaguer'd round, 

From whence our Letters ſay that every Morn 

They ſtand in Danger of a general Storm. _ 

O Neal. Fear not, my Lord, but ſcorn the Revolution, 
And like great Cato ſmile at Pertecution. * 
When that brave Roman found his aged Hand, I 
No longer to defend his native Land, | 5 
Againſt himſelf the fatal Sword he drew, 

And with it pierc'd his guiltleſs Body through. 
Then let us, Sirs, like him diſdain to fly, 


But dig our Graves in Honour ere we die, 
Or like true honeſt Souls retrieve our Liberty. 

St. Ruth. There ſpoke the Genius of the Common- 
| wea!, | 
Athovght ſo noble ſuits the great O'Neal; hs 
1 7 
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The Fall of Mimſeur St. Ruth. 17 


Thy Predeceſſots with hervick Fame, 
Once quell d Erthugiſes the haughty Dane. 
When he in Tr:umpa lay encamp'd between 
The Hill of Tarab and th» ioity Screen; 
They croſs'd the Boyne, anc in the Dead of Night 
Slew all his Guards aiid put his Troops to Flight, 
Lay'd fome as Tygers weltring all in Gore, 
And drove the Remnant to their frozen Shore; 
Thus, like brave Souls, by one courageous Stroke 
They treed Hibernia from the Daniſh Yoke. 
Then ſhall a Soul like yours be kept in Awe 
By Englands Power, or their proud Naſſau ? 
No—itay-—his Crown ſhall fal! 
Nay his Dominions moulder by Degrees, 
As Leaves in Autumn with'ring off the Trees. 
James ſhall return, and with great Pomp reitore 
Our Remiſßh Worlhip to the Land once more, 
And drown theſe Hereticks in crimſon Gore. | 
Sari. When that Day comes, which I moſt wiſhto ſee, 
We'll ſtrip the Branches from their Orange Tree, 
Lop down his Boughs, whilſt this true Iriſh Hand 
Shall ſcourge thole Eng/i/h Vipers off the Land; 
Then ſhall our Monks and Jefuits all return, 
And holy Incenſe on our Altars burn, 
Whoſe arduous Smoke ſhal] penetrate the Air. 
[A Horn ſounds within. 
St. Ruth. Hark ! a Poſt arrives who does ſome Mef- 
ſa ge bear. | 


Enter a Poſt. 


Pet. With important News | from Athlone am ſent, 

Be plezs'd to ſhew me to the General's Tent. 
Sars Behold the General, there your Meſſage tell. 
St Ruth Declare your Meſſage are our Friends all well? 
Pt Pardon me, Sir, the fatal News I bring, 

Like Vultures Poiſon, every Heart ſhall ſting. 

Athione is loſt without your timely Aid, 

At fix this Morning an Aſſault was made, 

When under Shelter of the Britiſh Cannon, 

Their Grenadieis in Armour took the Shannon, 


Led 
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Led by brave Captain Sandys, who with Fame 
Plung'd to his Middle in the rapid Stream : 
He led them through, and with undaunted Ire 
He gain'd the Bank in ſpight of all our Fire; 
Being bravely follow'd by his Grenadiers, 
| Though Bullets flew like Hail about their Ears, 
| And by this Time they enter uncontrovl'd. | 
St. Ruth. Dare all the Force of England be fo bold, 
T' attempt to ftorm fo brave a Town, when l 
| With all Hibernia's Sons of War are nigh, 
Return; and if the Britains dare purſue, 
Tell them Sz. Ruth is near, and that will do. 
Pot. Your Aid would do much better than your Name 
St. Ruth. Bear back this Anſwer, Friend from 
whence you came. [Exit Poſt, 
Sars. Send ſpeedy Succours and their Fate prevent, 
You know not yet what Britains dare attempt. 
I know the Engliſh Fortitude is ſuch, 
To boaſt ot Nothing though they hazard much, 
No Force on Earth their Fury can re pel, 
Nor would they fly from all the Devils in Hcll. 
St. Ruth. Name 'em no more, my Lord, but pray 
forbear, 
I will not aid them by my Name I ſwear 
"Tis but a Scoff, a Ridicule to try, 
Would I outbrave 'em in the Victory. 
Dare Britiſh Force attempt to make them yield, 
When as the Sultan I command the Field. 
Sars. Boaſt not, my Lord, but rather take a View, 
Ot what thoſe Britains did in France ſubdue, 
See what their Edward did on Creſſy Plain, 


Or where at Pai#ters he the Field did gain; 

Then tel me wou'd thoſe Britains fear your Name? 
Though [I'm their Foe, I muſt eſpouſe ſo far 

The Eng'iſh Honour in the Feats of War; 

To ſay with Glory they would rather die, 

E're they with Shame would from a Million fly. 


Enten 


— 
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Enter Colonel Talbot. 
St. Ruth. Brave Colonet Tabor, thy victorious Hand, 


Nurtur'd in Arts of War, can beſt command, 

Thou Iriſh Scipio, let your Word atone, 

Pronouece your Thoughts, ſay, ſhall we aid Athlone ? 
Talbst Pardon me, Sir, I fear it's paſt your Aid, 

For from a riſing Ground 1 now furvey'd 

The Britiſh S andard on the Walls difplay'd ; 

No further Confirmation need you crave, 

The Town is loſt which you deny'd to fave. 
Sars. Now, ſee, my Lord, what Engliſh Hearts can do. 
St. Ruth. They dare not, Sir. the News cannot be true. 
Talib, Tis true by Heaven! you'll find it to your Loſs, 

I ſeen the Walls o'erſpread with George's Croſs. 

And with Remorſe, juſt as a pointed Dart 

Shot from a Thunder bolt, it pierc'd my Heart; 

This | beheld, and heard their Cannon roar, 

I turn'd my Back, and would behold no mate. 


Enter Major General Dorrington. 


Dor. Misfortune, Death, and Horror! Oh, the Grief! 
Athlone is loſt, and now is paſt Relief | 
The flying Soldiers from the Town do run, 
And now tor Shelter to the Camp they come. 
St. Ruth. Then it is ſurely taken paſt a Doubt, 
Haſte, order my Guards to march and beat 'em out. 
Sars. Eaſily ſaid, could they as ſoo obey, 
We'd make the Scellums for thei: Entrance pay; 
Bur yet 1 fear, in an unlecky Hour, 
They will not fly from you, nor all your Power. 
Dor. The Works that face our Camp are yet entire 
And now their Guns againſt our Tents do fire ; 
Except we ftratght decamp by your Command, 
There's not a Tent in all our Lines can ſtand. 
St. Ruth. Then loiter not but ſound to Arias on fight, 
Decamp and march, to Milton Paſs to-Night, 
And in good Oider all to Aughrim fly, 
For there's the Spot on which l' chuſe to die, | 
Or by the Dint of Sword my Fortune try. | 
| D 2 Haſte, 


<. 
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Haſte, ſee the Tents ſtruck with Care, and all Things done. 
And draw them off without the Beat of Drum. 
[Exeunt Dotrington, Talbot, and O'Neal, 
Sars Be calm my Soul, the ſwelling Spleen aſſwage, 
And curb the boiling Madneſs ot my Rage; 
Now le: the Earth be in a Chaos hurl'd, 
Whiift Earthquakes rife and overthrow the World, 
Let gloo1ny \ 2pours veil the duſky Air, 
And let al Menkind fink beneath Deſpair, | I 
Let Sol and Centbia, now withdraw their ] ight, 
And let the Stars no ionper rule the Night, | 
But ler the Courſe of Nature be extinguiſhed quite. 
Oh Heavens! .2thlone is oſt, that lovely Seat, 
The ride of Empiie, and the Throne of State, : 
Thy Sons are ſlanghter'd and thy Walls betray'd, - 
Beco ute that Tray!oi would not ſend thee Aid; 
But i! revenge the Wong, and be ſhal! fall. 
The Crime is great, though the Revenge is ſmall. 
| Draxus. 
and !et your Sword afford your Heart 


Come. draw 
Relief. 

St. Ruth. Conſider, Sar: field, Jam here your Chief. 
Your Country's Ruin would attend our Strite. 

Sars, No Thought but that could ſave your Life; 

[puts Up. 
That binds my Sword, or by the Lard, [ ſwear, . 
I'd fend your Sou! to wallow in Deſpair. 

St Ruth. You'd ſend mySoul! there i conjure you hold, 
For know, proud Traitor, you ate now to bold; ty 
Deteſted from my Camp you ſhall be driven, 4 
Without the Hopes of finding Aid from Heaven, 4 

Sars. You dare not drive me, nor I wog': 9bey, 4 
Yet know curſt Mongrel here I will not ſtay; 

3 Pi; quit your Camp, then ſhall you ſurely find, : 
| The:e's not an Iriſh Soul will ſtay behind. | 7 
Then with the Remnant of my choſen Band, : 
Til drive your Frog Devourers off the Land, 

My Eyes like Baſaliſks ſhall dart you through, 

Then will I next the Britiſh Powers ſubdue ; 


Without 
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Without your Aid, I will their Force defeat, 
To free my Country and my loſt Eſtate: 


Mean while, let Vengeance, War and public Shame, 


Trace your damn'd telf, your Country and your hg 
| it + 


St. Ruth ſolus. 


St. Ruth. Inſulted and abandon'd! Oh ye Gods! 
Did ever Man meet ſuch unequal Odds! 
Sent by the King to ſave a ſtubborn Crew, 
Who with Perdition would my Life purſue. _ 
But hold my Heart, diſpel theſe timorous Fears, 
For lo, O'Neal and Dorrington appears. 


Enter Dortington, Talbot and O' Neal. 
Neal. Your Orders ate obey'd, my Lord, the Right 


Detachment of your Horle is out of Sight, 
Your Left, the Centre, and the Royal Frain, 
Are on their March and have torſook the Plain. 
Kt. Ruth. Succels attend 'em, but, O'Neal I fear, 
The bo:iterous Surges of our Feat are near. 
A Gleam of Horror does my Vitals damp, 
I fear Lord Lucan has forfook our Camp. 
ONeal. Great Heaven forbid! the Hero ſhould deſert, 
The Thought iike Lightning blaſts me to the Heart. 
As | rode through our Lines to move this Way, 
He marſhall'd forth his Troops in bright Array, 
And with a Smile which ſpoke his inward Worth, 
He bolely bid them ſpread his Banners forth; 
This, Sir, I heard; the next h's Sword he drew, 
Mounted his Steed. and bid them all purſue 
Their Country's Freedom, and its Soil redeem 
From ſervile Bonds But when he found I ſcen 
His forward Inclinations every Way, 
He wav'd his Arm aloft, and bid me ſtay. 
To join his Party, Time will ſhew the reſt. 
St. Ruth. Thy News, like ruſhing Torrents have de- 
lug'd my Breaſt, 
But haite, O Neal, my Friend, and overtake 
His raſh Reſolves, and, _ thy Country's Sake, 
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To his great Breaſt, the threatning Danger ſhew, 

Entreat him, nay, beſeech him not to go; 

Bring him to Aughrim, and if you prevail, 

When we are join'd, we will our Foes aſſail, 

Do this, brave Friend, with Eloquence on Sight, 

Whilſt in the Rear | ſhall make good our Flight. 
[Exeunt St. Ruth, Dorrington and O'Neal. 


Colonel Talbot ſolus. 


Ta'bit. Should he deſert, ye Powers! I will not flay, 
But like Lord \yphax bear my Troops away, 
Confound the Buoger &er I do retire, 

And fet O;ympus on a Flame of Fire, 
For ſure the Gods our, Ruin do decree, 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey. 


Sit Char. By the Account ſhe gave, this muſt be he. 
[ Afede. 
Behold a Stranger kneels and humbly prays {| Kneel;. 
That you would add ſome Moments to his Days. 
Talb. Wrap me not in Confuſion, but explain 
Your Wrongs, young Soldier, and from whence you 
came. 
Sir Char. My Heart enſnar'd by Love does inward bleed, 
If Talbot is your Name, I will proceed. 
Tal. Strange Youth it is—ariſe and pray diſctoſe 
BR er | [ He riſes. 
With free Acceſs the Author of your Woes. 
Sir Char. Then, Sir, to tell you all my final Caſe, 
Jam a rita n of a Saxon Race; 
Sir Charles Godfrey is my lawful Name, 
My Father, in our late great Monarch's Reign, : 
Was by a Band of Villains baſely ſlain _ 
He being dead, | was of Friends bereft 


One virtuous Siſter I had only left, 


And ſhe is wedded as I needs mult own, 

To Colonel Herbert now before Athlone. 
Thither was | going. when by Chance I ſpy'd 
by Daughter fitting by a Foreſt Side, 5 
| 08 
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] flood amaz'd, and view'd her o'er and o'er, 
And as | view'd, alas! I lov'd the more. 
She ſeem'd fo charming to my raviſh'd Eyes, 
That mighty Juno hovering from the Skies, 
Drawn by her Peacocks through the iquid Air, 
Muſt yield her Throne to one ſo killing tair 
Talb. Eloquence well turn'd: Young Marcus, what 
remains ? 
Sir Chg. Her beauteous Charms have ſet my Heart 
on Flames, 
When on my Knees did for Mercy fue, 
Her Anſwer was, ! muſt appeal to you, 
Then, noble Sir, if Mercy is conhn'd 
Within the Dictates of a Warriors Mind, 
Impower his Sword to ferve her heav'nly Charms 
II court her in the Field by Deeds of Arms, 
In ſpight of Death or all its loud Alarms. 
Talb Thy Suit ſhall be accepted, gallant Youth, 
Let me inform ow: General St. Ruth, 
If he receives you, then | pawn my Oath, 
Win her, ſhe ſh.1l be yours, and bleſs you both. 
Sir Char. How ſhall my Gratitude reward your Care ? 
” Talb Follow to Aughrim, for we ſtand it there: 
> By Force of War make good your rightful Claim, 
And Wreaths of Laurel for our Monarch gain. 
Sir Char. Now, like the Mariner, | leave the Shore, 
And put to Sea in ſearch of golden Ore, 
> "Through boiſterous Surges plow the troubled Main, 
Mida Rocks and Tempeſts, and at laſt attain 
A Bay of Love, and Pleaſure for my Pain, 
1 [ Exeunt., 


The End of the firh A C T. 
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SCENE, The Plain of Aughrim at five in the Morn- 
ing The 'tiſh Camp and the Caſtle of Aughiim ap- 
pearirg at a Diſtance. 


Enter Jemina, who fits duxun and ſings. 


J. 


E Gods, look down and fee a Maid, 
By cruei Fortune thus betray'd 
A Sacrifice to Fate: 
A Youth I love, and he is brave, 
Like mighty Mars, ordained to fave 
But yet to captivate. 


I. 


Come all ye Nymphs, who ever knew 
What Cupid ur his Dart could do, 
Give Ear into my Moan; 
Pity my Pain, ye Maids, and know 
1 love but cannot tell him ſo; 
Then melt each Heart of Stone. 


III. 


Immortal Gods ſome Pity ſhow 
On conſtant Lovers here below, | 
Whom Dangers do ſurround, 0 
Let them at iait, when all is clear 
Enjoy their Love and only Dear; 
And let their Joys abound- 


IV. But 
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IV. 


But if the Powers do decree 

That I muſt loſe my Liberty, 
Diſtracted will I run, 

To ſeek ſome diſmal-fatal Grove, 

There fall a Victim for my Love, 
And ſo be quite undone. 


3 
A 


[She riſes and comes forward. 
Hail ſweet Hibernia, hoſpitable Iſle, 


More rich than Egypt with her flowing Nile; 


Fair Garden of the Earth, thy fragrant Plains 

Are Seats of War; and thy ſweet purling Streams 
All tun with Blood, and Vengeance ſeems to trace 
The ſhining Remnant of Hibernia's Race. 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey. 


Sir Char. See how fair Venus, like the breaking Morn, 
With Virgin Bluſhes does the Plains adorn, | 
The gleamy Damps of Night ſhe does controul, 

And darts her Rays to chear my drooping Soul. 
Oh!] my Femina, liſten whilſt I fay 

The News I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking Day; 
Apollo riſes from his Eaſtern Seat 

To crown thoſe Joys my Tongue can ſcarce repeat. 

Jem. What Joy is this, Sir Knight, you would impart ? 

Sir Char. Such as has rais'd a Sun-ſhine in my Heart. 
Thy ga/laiit Sire has granted all thy Charms, 

With all thy Heavens o theſe tranſported Arms. 

Jen. Oh! name not Joys like theſe for Heaven's fake, 
What, is not Love, nay, Fortune, boch at Stake? 

You ſee my Country's Fate reduc'd fo low, 
To try a Gameitei's Chance for one poor Throw. 

Sir Char. Let not a Thought fo vain as this perplex 
The biightelt Star of all thy beauteous Sex; 
For if your Country ſhould in Danger be, 
By Heaven! I ſwear, I'd die 10 tet it free: 
Intpir'd by you, I'd ruſh againii my Fate, 
Like Saladine, and all our Foes defeat, 

| E Then 
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Then, faireſt on the Earth, do not deſpair, _ 
For Heaven, who form'd you ſo divinely fair, 


Will make your Safety its peculiar Care. 


Jem. Forbear, Sir Knight, the Language I deteſt; 


Could Thoughts like theſe inflame a Virgin's Breaſt 


At this fad Time, when Love's auſpicious Charms 
Are all declin'd for martial Deeds of Arms ? 
And at my throbbing Heart there's ſomething too 
Whiſpers within, that Men are ſeſdom true. 
Sir Char. Witneſs with me, ye Gods! who rule the 
Sky. 
How far my Nature is beyond a Lie; 
Tf I difſemble, may I ever be 
A ſad example to Poſterity! 
When firſt your fair angelic Form I view'd, 
The God of Love my Liberty ſubdu'd. 
From your fair Eyes he ftole a fatal Dart, 
And ſheath'd it reeking in my captive Heart; 
Nothing therefore can end my raging Pain, 
Unleſs for Love you grant me Love again 
For if you do my fervent Suit deny, 
I like the Phenix in my Neſt will try, 
Till cruel Death ſhall finiſh all the Strife, 
And I in ſcorching Flames give up my Life ; 
Then as my Ghoſt to Paradile ſhall go, 
I'll praiſe that Heaven in you I leave below. 

Jem Can Flatiery like this proceed from one 
Whom all my Thoughts ate ſolely fix'd upon; 
Your Eloquence divine my Heart does move, 
And now in ſpite of Virtue I muſt love. 
Here, take my Hand; 'tis true, the Gift is ſmall, 
But, when J can, I'll give you Heart and all 

Sir Char. Thanks to the Gods! who ſuch a preſent 

ave, | 

Such * Graces ne'er could Man receive ; 
For who on Earth has e'er ſuch Tranſports known? 
Was the Turkiſh Monaich on his Throne; 
Hem'd round with ruity Swords in pompous State 
Amidft his Court no Joys can be ſo great. 
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Retire with me, my Soul, no longer ſtay 
In public View the General moves this Way. [Exeunt. 
[A flouriſh of Trumpets within. 


Enter St. Ruth, Dortington, and O'Neal. 


St. Ruth. Is Sarsfield then return'd? O bleſs the Day! 
Draw out out Troops to line the Heroe's Way; 
Amidſt our Shouts in Triumph ſhall he come, 

Like great Emilius, when he enter'd Rome 
In Pomp, bedew'd with Macedonian Tears. 


Der. Behold, my Lord, Sarsficld tne brave appears? 
Enter Sarsfield. 


S:. Ruth Now ſtand, Diſtraction! here thy Con- 
queſt ends, [ Embracing. 
Thrice welcome to my Heart thou beſt of Friends, 
The Rock on which our holy Faith depends : 
May this our Meeting, as a Tempeſt, make 
The vait Foundation of Britania ſhake, 
Tear up their Orange Phants, and overwhelm 
The ſtrongeſt Bulwaiks of the B:itiſh Realm! 
Then ſhall their Dutch and Hanwerians fall, 
And James ſhall ride in Triumph to White- hall. 
Then, to protect our Faith, he will maintain 
An Inquifition here, like that in Spain. 

Sars. Moſt bravely urg'd, my Lord; your Skill T own, 
Would be unparallel'd, had you fav'd 4thlone. 

St. Ruth. Probe not thoſe Wounds anew,left they create 
Some freſh Commotions, to draw on our Fate ; 

Burt rather let us ſome Example ſhew, 

And iſſue forth on the imperious Foe, 

Who now comes on, like ſwelling Waves, who roar 
To daſh on Rocks, and break againſt the Shore. 
The lateſt Letters from my Spies do ſay, | 
That near the River Suck the Britons lay, 

Secur'd of Conqueſt, and will hither come, 

Like boiſterous Surges, guided by the Moon. 

Dor. 'T hete fear em not, whilſt here we lie ſecure. 
As ever Guiſcard lay in great Namure ; 
You ſee, my Lords, our Camp on every Side 
Is both by Art and Nature foriify's ; For 
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For Situation, not a Spot of Ground 
Like this in all Hibernia can be found. 
[An Alarm within. 


Enter Colonel Talbot haftily. 


Tai. To Arms, my Friends! the Engliſh are in Sight, : 
And, in Contempt of Death, reſolves to fight; 4 
Deſpiſing Fear, like Furies they advance, . 
In open War, to dare the Power of France ; 

Their echoing ſhouts the pregnant Vallies fill. 
And all our Works are levell'd on the Hill 
Our Scouts no longer at their Poſts can ſtay, 
But fall like Snow that gently thaws away. 

St. Ruth. Be it your Cate to march with preſent Aid. 

Tal. Your Orders, Sir, with Speed ſhall be obey'd. 

[Draws his Sword, and Exit. 


4 
8 


[Drums beat within. 


of Se. Ruth. Come, let us arm, my Friends, and at the 
1 | Head | 
Of every Rigiment let a Maſs be ſaid! 
Draw forth our Army in the beſt Array, g 
To try the Fortune of this doubtful Day; 5 
For ſure the Exgliſb Scellums, void of Fear, { 
Deſign to force our Lines, and fight us here ; | 
But ſhould thev come, their each victorious Band 
Shall fall like Wheat before a Reaper's Hand. 
Dor. But firſt, my Loid, I hold it beſt, that we 
On Kill:ommodon poſt our Cavalry. 
Behind theſe Hedges let ſome Forces ſtand, 
That may the Center of the Bog command ; 
Then ſhall we ſee, for all their great Deſigns, 
If Scanderberg himſelf dare force our Lines. 
[4 ſecond Alarm within. 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey, his Savard drawn and bloody. 


Sir Char. Arm, quickly arm, why ſtand ye loitering 
here 
In cold Debates, the conquering Foe is near. 
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Brave Cunninham's Dragoons, Sir Albert at their Head, 
Have pav'd the Field all over with the Dead; 
Before the gallant Knight no Force could ſtand, 
But all ſubmitted to his mighty Hand. 
More could I ſay, but Horror ſtops my Speech. 
St. Ruth. Nay, tell out the Worſt, young Soldier, I 
beleech. 
Sir Cha. Alas! my Heart, I tremble to explain 
But ſince | muſt—Talbet the Great is ſlain, 
Lord Portland's Hoile approach'd the mortal Fight 
With Sword in Hand, and put our Troops to Flight: 
This Talbot ſeen and like a Hero bold, | 
Diſdaining Life, he ſcorn'd to be controul'd, 
But, as a Mars, amidſt the Throng he run, 
And there he ſtood like Marble to the Sun, 
Til being flank'd and hack'd on every Side, 
By Multitudes oppreſs'd he bravely dy'd: 
I trove in vain, and by his Side I ſtood, 
Tiil as you ſee, I dy'd my Sword in Blood. 
Sars. There fell as brave a Soul, with Honour fir'd, 
As ever yet by Force of War expir'd: 
Then fly to Arms, and for his Sake who dy'd, 
Purſue and charge the Foe on every Side. 


St. Ruth. Then loiter not, but ſound to Arms with 


| Speed, 
And for his Sake ten thouſand Foes ſhall bleed ; 
Vengeance and War, their Legions ſhall devour : 
Athlone was ſweet, but Aughrim hall be ſour. 

But to defeat them, with more Eaſe, I ſee, 

*Tis beſt we guard the Paſs of Urarchree : 

Then haſte, O'Neal, and ſee the Caſtle lin'd 

With Muſqueteers, as we before deſign'd; 

Draw up your Troops, in order to ſuſtain 

The Briton's Fire, and their Ground maintain, 

You know, my Heroes, I have oft embru'd 

Theſe Hands in Blood and hereſy tubdu'd, 

So, on this Day, Rome's Banners ſhall be ſpread, 

To ſend theſe Locuſts reeling to the Dead, _ 

Our Church-ſhall bleſs you, and her Saints ſhall pray 
That we may gain the Glory of the Day. 
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Lewis ſhall guard you, I myſelf will wield 
This Sword, and ſweep thoſe Vermin off the Field. 


(Exeunt. 


(Drums and Trumpets within. 


Enter ſeveral Soldiers bearing the Body of Colonel Talbot 
en thiir Shoulders, they lay him bloody on the Stage. 


Enter ſemina. 
Jem. Oh; —— is he dead! 


on fire, 

Witneſs ye Gods! he did with Fame expire; 

For Liberty a Sacrifice was made, 

And fell, like Pompey, by ſome Villain's Blade. 

There lies a breathleſs Corpſe, whoſe Soul ne'er knew 

A Thought but what was always juſt and true. 

Look down from Heaven, ye Gods of Peace and Love, 

Waft him, with Triumph, to the Thione above; 

And, oh! ye winge'! Guardians of the Skies, 

Tune your (weet Harps, and ſing his Obſequies | 

Good Friends ſtand off — whilſt ] embrace the Ground 

Whereon he lies—and bathe each mortal Wound 

With briniſh Tears, that like to Torrents run 

From theſe lad Eyes—Oh, Heavens! I'm undone. 
fall. doxwn on the Body, 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey. He raiſes her. 


Sit Cha. Mby do theſe precious Eyes, like Fountains 
ow, | 
To drown the radiant Heaven that lies below ? 
Dry up your Tears, I truſt his Soul, ere this, 
Has reach'd the Manſions of eternal Bliſs: 
Soldiers—bear hence the Body out of Sight, 
| (They bear him off, 
Jem. Oh ſtay ye Murd'rers ceaſe to kill me quite: 


my Soul is all 


See how he glares!—and ſee again he flies! 
The Clouds fly open, and he mounts the Skies 
Ok 


[ He holds her. 


. 


But. on! my Grief I need no more diſcloſe, 
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Oh ſee his Blood, it ſhines refulgent bright, 
I ſee him yet—I cannot loſe him quite, 
But ſtill purſue him on—and loſe my Sight. 

Sir Cha. Patience, my Soul, diſpel theſe guſhing Tears, 
For ſee your Godfrey by your Side appears. 

Jem. "Tis true thy Sight is, at this fatal Time, 
Welcome as Rain upon a Sun-burn'd Clime : 


You fee the mangled Cauſe of all my Woes. 

Sir Cha. I faw him plain, that is no Cauſe at all; 
For though he dy'd, he did with Honour fall : 
Though like the Sun, when darken'd by a Cloud, 
You for a While your beauteous Beams do ſhroud, 
But when the Eclipſe is paſt, and Datkneſs o'er, 
You ſhine much brighter than you did before. 
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Thou fair Diana /—retire with me this Way, a8 
View there our Army drawn in Pomp array. 9 
Amidſt their Ranks, infpir'd by you, I'Il fly, 35 
So underneath thy Banners bravely die: . 
But ſhould 1 fal! beneath the Force of Arms, $ 
Let no proud Victor dare to ſhare your Charms, 1 


Let thy Blood too, like Dew enrich the Plain, 


Rathei ficft find me weltring with the Slain, 
To mix with mine in one united Stream. 


[Exeunt. 


The End of the ſecond ACT. 
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FS MS NEL 
SCENE changes te the Engliſh Camp. 
Drum within beats the Engliſh Grenadiers March, 


Euter Colonel Herbert, and Colonel Earles, with their 
Swords drawn. Colonel Earles fings. 


Arch on, brave Boys, make good your Ground, 
Let all your ſprightly Trumpets ſound 
To Arms, and we will confound | 
Thoſe Foes to the Revolution, 


Great Mars the Monarch of the Field 

In ſhining Pomp with Sword and Shield, 

Shall lead us on, and make them yield 
To the glorious Revolution. 


Our rattling Guns, like Peals of Thunder, 
Shall fill the Foe with Fear and Wonder, 
To keep the Pope and Devil under, 
| And ſupport the Reyolution, 


May Britain's Sons the Battle try, 

To make theſe tim'rous Bug- beats fly, 

Then let each loyal Subject cry 
| Succels to the Revolution. 


Long live great William! may he reign 
To curb the Pride of France and Spain, 
And with his conquering Sword maintain 
'The pompous Reyolution. 


'Thus 
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Thus far our Arms viQoriouſly proceed, 

By whoſe great Force our Brethren mult be freed ; 

For ſee, my Herbert, now the Day is come 

That Britiſh Arms ſhall triumph over Rome. 

Their Prieſthood ſhall againit the Gods exclaim, 

For in their Camp Confuſion ſeems to reign. 
Herb. It does, we ſhall defeat them, and may I 

In the Defence of England's Honour die : 

Fir'd with ſuch Glory, let us meet the Toil, 

And cultivate with Blood the thirſty Soil ; 

Maintain our Ground, nor give an Inch away, 

Though Death and Hell ſtood gaping in our Way. 


| | [Exeunt. 
A Table and Chairs are ſet, Flauriſb of Trumpets within, 


Enter, at ſeveral Doors, General Gincle, Ruvigney, 
Talmaſh, Mackay, and Colonel Herbert. 


Herb. Defend great Gincle, oh ye Gods! and may 
His mighty Sword redeem our Laws 'To-day. | 
Ginc. Hail mighty Britons ! we appeal to you, 
Whether or no we mult the Fight purſue ; 
J hold it beſt for to encamp To night, 
And ſo fall on them by the Morning Light; 
But let us fit down here, and firſt debate 
Of proper Means to poiſe the Scale of Fate. 
[They all fit downs 
Now preſent, great Heroes to your view | 
The Plan of Aughrim, which my Gunner drew, 
[Shews a Map, 
That to a Hair their Poſture does deſcribe, 
And ſhews their Camp as it is fortify'd: 
Here, my brave Soldiers, you may plainly ſee 
[Pointing to the Map, 
Their Right extended all to Urarchree, 
Their Left and Centre do two Miles contain, 
Extending o'er the well ſurrounded Plain. 
Europe can't ſhew a Spot thus fortify'd 
With Rivers, Hills, and Bogs on every Side: 


ben 
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Then (prot, my Lords, pronounce your Thoughts on 
ight, 
Shall we 3 it, or renew the Fight ? 

Herh. My Lords, my Voice was ever to purſue, 
And with our utmoſt Force the Fight renew : 
Hazard was ſtill the Glory of the Great; 

Then let us fight, fo ſhall we extirpate 

Thoſe purple Slaves, who would our Faith devour 
With bloody Zea!, and cruel prieſtly Power, 
Subvert our Laws, and make a Nation bleed, 
Then think they merit Heaven for the Deed; 

Let Thoughts like theſe your noble Minds enflame, 
To add freſh Lautiels to great Hilliam's Name; 


Relieve your Brethren, and with Fame ſubdue 


Rome's wooden Idols, and their monkiſh Crew, 
Thoſe vile Oppreſſors of out facred Laws! 
Then ſide with me, and Heaven will join our Cauſe. 

Ruv. There now, brave Herbert, you have touch'd 

it right; 
But yet conſider the Powers we have to fight; 
For by the Accounts which we have lately ſeen, 
'They're five and twenty "Thouſand, we Eighteen ; 
A deſperate OJdds, my Friends, befide the Ground 
With Forts and Bieaftworks is beleaguer'd round, 
A Bog ſecures their Van, a Riyulet behind, 
Beſide the Advantage of the Sun and Wind. 
Weigh all this well, then will you ſurely ſee, 
If we engage, we hght *'em One to Three. 

Ginc. Send for our Tents, then will we lie all Night 
Encamp'd along the Valley in their Sight, 6 
That when the table Night ſhall paſs away, i 
And Sol's fair Chariot M9 on the Day, ; 
When the faint waning Moon ſhall be o'er run, 

Then we'll attack them by the Morning Sun, 
So Heaven, great Heaven, fhall be divinely kind, 
To drive our Foes like Chaff before the Wind, 


Enter Colonel Earles. 


Earles. My Lord, this Moment, as I firmly ſtood, 
bodg'd ia my Poſt near the adjoining Wood, 
A Herald 
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A Herald from the 1riſþ Camp is come 
With ſome Demands, his Name is Dorrington. 
Exit Farles. 
8 Gin. Conduct him here——what can his Meſſage be? 
Will they draw off, and leave the Country free? 
It may be ſo— but ſee the Embaſſage comes 


Re-enter Colonel Earles with Dorrington- 


Dor. St. Ruth, whoſe Days be many, greeting ſends 
To General Gincle, and his potent Friends. 
Ginc. His Name we honour, but your Meſlage ſpeak, 
Dor. St. Ruth, by me, theſe juſt Demands do make; 
That firſt you would your Hereſies forſake, 
The Prince of Orange and his Claim diſown, 
And fix your lawful Monarch on his Throne: 
Diſband your Legions, and with Speed become 
Submiſſive Liege-men to the See of Rome. 
My Lord, when this is done the Slaughter ends, 
Then ſhall brave Gincle and St. Ruth be Friends; 
Which if you do, my Lord, you will do well. 
Ginc. | ſcorn his Friendſhip, as the Flames of Hell, 
Tell him from me his Friendſhip ! defy, 
My Troops are brave and on them I rely: 
Nor Spartan Cleomenes could do more, 
For Macedonians in the Days of Yore, 
My Britiſh Soldiers, led by brave Commanders, 
In Glory ſhall eclipſe your Alexanders. 
Then haſte, and let your haughty Monfieur know, 
By me he meets a total Overthiow. 
his Day Hibernia's Foitune ſhall be try'd, 
Whilſt War and Bloodſhed ſhall the Cauſe decide. 
Then ſhall my Engliſh Handful ſurely free 
This famous iſle Gm Romiſh Tyranny. 
N Dor. My Lord, conſider — and be ſincerely wiſe, 
My Maſter's proffer'd Friendſbip don't deſpiſe, 
Leſt you be toic'd too ſoon to bend to Fate, 
And curie your Raſhaeſs when it is too late. 
Ginc. Leave that, thou proud Hibernian, if you dare, 
To the Deciſton of a deſperate War, 
Tell him from me once more that, on the Plain, 
Nassav's undoubted Right we will maintain: 


To-day 
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To-day great W1LL1am's Arms fhall meet Renown, 
Whilſt circling Laurels ſhall Adorn his Crown. 
Dor. My Lord, I take my Leave, but yet e'er Night 
You'll curſe your Raſtineſs, and decline the Fight. 
rok [Exit Dorrington. 


Herb. There ſpoke a Tamerlane—but riſe, my Lords, 


Renew the Fight, and with your well try'd Swords, 

Attack the Foe, and don't defer the Fight,. | 

Leſt they march off unpuniſh'd in the Night. 

Gods !—fſhall true Britons tamely hold their Hands, 

To fit like Slaves, and hear ſuch bold Demands ? 

It cannot be diſpel the cauſeleſs Fears, 

Strive to retrieve the Fame of former Years, 

Think how our Henry taught proud France to yield 

At Apincourt, and bravely won the Field ; 

Then ſhall not we his glorious Deed purſue, 

And, Sword in Hand, th' inſulting Foe ſubdue. 
Mackay. As Herbert ſays, — ſo let us ſtrait proceed, 

By Force of War to make whole Thouſands bleed. 

Loiter no longer, but on St. Ruth's Right, 5 


Let our brave Soldiers, with a dreadful Flight 
Oft leaden Balls, begin the mortal Fight, 
Which if they do, my Lords, the Iriſb then, 
From Aughrim Caſtle, will detach their Men; 
So when that Way ſhall be of Guards bereft, 
Our Right may paſs, and ſo attack their Left. 


Gincle. Agreed, brave Engliſh, let our Cannons Play. 


Whole aſpiring Smoke ſhall overcaſt the Day ; 
There let our uſeleſs Staffs of Honour lie, 
[They throw down their Trunchions. 
For on our Swords the Battle does rely. [7 hey all draw. 
Each io his Poſt, and fee that it be fought | 
With matchleſs Courage, as by Britons ought, 
On every Side our George's Croſs diſplay, 
And die each Man, or elſe redeem the Day. 
Protect us Heaven, in thee alone we truſt, 
Proſper our Arms, as this our Cauſe is juſt, 
Plant thy true Word once more in this poor Iſle, 
Shield it from them who would thy Faith defile. 


Novy, 


PP 1 
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Now, my brave Friends, let us the Combat try, 
No Tafk is left us now, but how to die. 

Then let us fall with Glory &er we yield, 

Or with a Sea of Blood, deluge the Field. 


[Exeunt ſeverally. 
trumpets ſound a Charge within. Enter Lucinda, 


Lucinda. O ſtay, my Herbert, I conjure you ſtay. 
Reeenter Herbert. 


Herb. What would my ever fair Lucinda ſay? 
Lucinda. Oh, don't engage to-day, I thee deſire, 
Laſt Night methought I ſaw you wrap'd in Fire, 
All clad in Flames, whilſt Angels did ſurround 
Your lovely Form, and bore thee of the Ground, 
Then I beheld thee as a Cherub riſe, 
And fore aloft to the celeſtial Skies. 
Herb. What means my Soul-- what ſignifies thy Dream, 
It but portends I ſhall be crown'd with Fame. 
Hark—now the glorious Battle is begun, 
And thun'dring Cannon do eclipſe the San, 
The Trumpet's Blaſt commands me to the Fight, 
Adieu, my fairelt Orb, my SouP's Delight. 
I muſt not be by Woman's Cuunſel ſtay'd, 
For Love and Honour both muſt be obey'd. 
Lucin. Be not too 1aſh, my Herbert, but allay 
My growing Feais, and do not fight to Day: 
Had Cæ ar iiftei'd to Ca/phurnia's D: eam, 
At Pompey's Statue he hav ice; been ſlain, 
The Mariner he pioughs the foaming Seas, 
And from his Basque the pleaſant Land ſutveys: 
He leaps with Joy, and to nis Comfort ſees 
The pregnant Banks all ove:ip:ead with Trees; 
Then as he ſtrives to enter wiih the Tide. 
A Rock, unteen, his Veſſel does diwide: 
So c'et he can the ha pps» Poit attain, 
He's ſwallow'd with his Cargo in the Main, 
Herb. Chear up, mv S»ut, o Danger can I fear, 
Ou: Pilot from the Rocks will keep us clear, 


You 
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You fee the Flowers, like to Babes juſt born | 
Dart forth their Bloſſoms in the welcome Morn ; 
But when the joytul Day is ſpent and done, 
They cloſe their Pride, and mourn the abſent Sun, 
Then ceaſe your Fears, no longer can I ſtay, 

Iy Country calls, and Honour muſt obey. 

Licin. Then will you go, my dear Soul? Oh, how 
Are theſe Joys fled, that flatter'd me but now; 
Where are the pleaſant Joys, and fond Delight, 

That with ſweet Raptures crown'd my bridal Night: 
Where are thole Extafies of Love and Charms, 
When Heaven itſelf I thought was in your Arms? 
Oh, are they vaniih'd now, and will you fly 

To meet your Fate, and without Pity dye? 

Which if you do, this Jmazon's Hand 

Shall pierce my Heart and all my Woes diſpand. 

Herb. Speak not of Death, but rather view yon Hill, 

From whoſe fair Side, ſweet Waters do diſtil, 
{ts pleaſant verdant Brow doth fo invite, 
That you would fit down there, and view the Fight; 
Baniſh your Fears, my Love, and come away, 
And from that Graſs you may with eaſe ſurvey, 
How Britain's Genius ſhall with Glory riſe 
To reach with joyful Pomp th' applauding Skies. 
"  [Exeunt. 


Drums within, Enter the Generals Gincle, Mackay, 
and Col. Herbert, their Swords drawn. 


Gincle.” Tis now juſt palt Five, and we have juſt begun 
To join the Battle by a Signal Gun; 
No Slackneſs can be found on either Side, 
For through the Air Death does in Triumph ride: 
Our Men with Intrepidity advance, 
»Midſt Showers of Balls contemn the Rage of France, 
Our Leſt have paſſed the Bog, and now aſpire 
To gain more Ground in ſpite of all their Fire. 

Mac. But here, my Lord, I have obſerv'd in ſpight 
Of all their Force, our Left ſubdues their Right, 
For I ſurvey how they their Loſs ſupply, 
And fill the Ground where ſeveral Hundreds lye, 

With 
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With undaunted Bravery the Charge they ſtand, 
And from their Right both Horſe and Foot command 
Now ſhould we hold on this Advantage lay, 
And march our Foot a-croſs the narrow Way, 
There poſt themſelves, in order to oppole 
The main Battalia of the ſinking Foes. 

Gincle. Be that committed to brave Herbert's Care, 
The martial Orb of Britain's Hemiſphere. | 
With theſe Battalions let your Fame be ſhewn, 
With Creiphton's, Earls, Brewer's, and your owa, 
Attempt the Bog, and fee your Ground maintain'd 
Till with freſh Forces you ſhail be ſuſtain'd. 

Herbert. My Lord no further Glory do l aſk, 
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But meet with Pleaſute fo ;cnown'd a Taſk, | 
The great Command with Extaſy embrace, 1 


Though Death and Ruin ſtatre me in the Face, [Exit. 

Gincle. Here we embrace, my Friend, as heretofore, 
[ Embracing» 

Brethren have parted, neyer to meet more: | 

Or as two Friends, who with Remorſe ſurvey 

"Their Veſſel ſever'd on the raging Sea, 

Each gets a Plank, and his Companions leaves 

To the wild Mercy of the raging Waves; 

As long as poſſible his Friend he views, 

Each forc'd, at laſt, a different Fate purſues 

Oae ſinks, while Vother gains the Shore at laſt, 
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is pat. Exeunt. 15 ö 

0 

Trumpets within. 4; 


The Exd of the Third A CT. 


(3 2 ACT 


— 


40 The Battle of Aughrim: Or, 


e : 


1 SCENE L 


$SCENE, The Plain sf Aughrim B'etaveen both Arms: 
at Six in the Evening. 


Trumpets within. 


Brter St. Ruth and Sarsfield, their Sqavords draw. 
St. Ruta, 


ORTUNE ſeems doubtful yet, nor won't decide 
The ViQory, but favours either Side: 

Strict to the Charge our Soldiers ſtand their Ground, 
Whilſt Mars, in Pomp, ſurveys the Battle round, 
Rules all the Field like an impartial God, 
To ſcourge thole Britons with his martial Rod. 
Cars. View how the Foe, like an impetuous Flood, 
Breaks through the Smoke, the Water, and the Mud 
"They'll ſurely paſs the Bog, and then contenin 
The pniffant Power of you, and all our Men; 
Nor all the great Habiliments of War, 
Nor Walls of Braſs, their Paſſage can debar : 
Or ſhould you Legions of their Numbers kfll, 
Leave but a few ative, they'd rally fill. 

St. Ruth. By Heav'ns! they're brave; tis Pity ther 

ſhou d be | Eh 

Expos'd to Hazai'd, Death, and Maſſacree ; 
Heroes they are, my Lord; and as I live, 
Were they not Hereticks, | would forgive, 
But yet our holy Church doth fo command, 
That we muit root ſuch Miſcreants off the Land. 
Oh, let us then our Soldiers animate 


To be courageous, and the'r Foes deſeat. 
| E nie 
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Enter General Dortington with his Sword drawn. 


Der. Aughrim is ours, brave Gen'ral Holſtile's dead, 
Who even now Lord Portland's Horſe did head, 
He that e'er now triumphant rul'd the Plain 
On a proud Steed, that did the Bit diſdain, 
Drove all betore him, till a lucky Ball, | 
Shot with good Aim from off the Caſtle Wall, 
Clove ope his Scull. and with the mortal Wound, 
I ſeen him fal all bloody on the Ground. 
St. Ruth. Thanks to the Gods——and all the ſacred 
Powers, 
Heaven now is juſt—and Aughrin ſhall be ours; 
Now Conqueſt chirups in the liquid Air, 
They fly,—purſue, and charge them in the Rear. 
[Exeunt, 


The SCENE opens, and ſeveral Sellers enter as runs 
ning away, with them Col. Earles. 


Earles. Oh ſtand and bravely periſh ere you fly, 
For at the Worſt, brave Souls, we can but die, 
Then bravely ſtand your Ground, and ſcorn to flinch z 
But if they conquer, fell them every Inch. 


Enter General Talmaſh, bis Sxword drawn. 


Tal. * Cowards, ſtand——and yet redeem the 
ay; | 
No hopes are left you, if you run away ; 
Oh--ſtand your Ground fo Shame maintain the Field, 
Muſt Britain's glorious Sons—a Conqueſt yield: 
if ſo, alone—I will the Battle try, 
And in Defence of England's Honour die. | 
Earles. Bravely reliev'd, and ſuccour'd juſt in Time, 
When Britain's Cauſe was ready to decline; 
Herbert is taken Pris'ner and convey'd 
Back by the Foe——in ſpight of all our Aid: 
Twice we retook the Heroe, but, at length, 
They bore him from us with their utmoſt Strength; 
We being ſever'd, Herbert, in the Throng, 
Wav'd his great Arm as he ſhot along; 
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And oh, he ſaid, brave Friend, be noble fill, 
And in fo juſt a Cauſe whole Legions kill. 
Tal. Is he then loſt? Oh, my renowned Friends, 

Rally again, and here their Conqueſt ends; 

Renew the Charge, then will you ſurely lee, 

We'll gain the Glory it you'll follow me; 

III lead you on and yet redeem the Day, 

Though Squadrons of Devils ſtood to thwart my Way. 
[ Exeunt. 


Soldiers ſbyuting, Enter Gincle, Mackay, and Ruvigny. 


Gincle Routee!—Confufion!—See our Center runs, 
- Driv'n by the Foe juſt even with our Guns. 
Which render'd uſeleſs at the wort of Times, 
| tear the Batt.e with the Day declines. 
Never till now, could 1riſbmen maintain 
A Fight lo bloody on a well fought Plain; 
But let us yet advance, then will you find, 
They'll fiy like Atoms ſever'd with the Wind: 
So in the Eaſt, at the Approach of Day, 
The Sun diſpels the ſable Clouds away. | 
Mackay. Vonder, my Lord, amidſt the Throng ap- 
pears 
A gailant Youth, but tender yet in Years, 
His heroick Actions ſhine amidſt the Fight, 
For in their Hoſt no Heroe ſeems ſo bright; 
I mark'd him well, in all his martial Pride, 
Whilſt by his Sword, ſev'ral ot our Soldiers dy'd. 
Curie on the Stripling may I never fall, 
*11Ji with this Sword { make him pay for all. 
Ruvig My Lord, I hold it beſt that now on Sight, 
You detach brave Sir John Lanier from the Right, 
And with Precipitation in the Left. 
Aſſiſt our Foot, of Succour now bereft: 
Shall we retreat, and with Confuſion run 
From all the mighty Conqueſts we have won ? 
Avert the Thought and let it ne'er be ſaid, 
That from fo great an Eater prize we fled; 
To ſell our holy Faith and this poor Iſle, 
To thoſe vile Slaves, who would the Land deffle. 
Forbid 
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Forbid it Heav'n ! Shall Briton; tamely yield | 
Their Necks to Bondage— and deſert the Field? 
No Rather firſt let us ſtudy to be brave, 
And fall with Honour, ſince we cannot ſave. 


Enter Colonel Earles. 


Earles. For ever hail to the auſpicious Day. 
Now Fate is kind, the haughty Foe gives way 
Our Foot has rally'd, and the Shock maintain'd, 
And bravely has their former Ground regain'd 
Fire anſwers Fire, and Jupiter may now 
Dechne his Thunder, and this once allow, 
In vain his Light'ning iſſues from the Sky ; 
For Death more ſure from Britiſh Enfigns fly; 
Their Meſſages of Death much Blood have ſpill'd, 
And full three Hundred of the Iriſh kilPd. 

Gincle. Then loiter not, my Lords, but at the Head 
Of our new ſcatter'd Troops who lately ft-d, 
Renew the Charge, and range the Battle round, 
Attack them cloſe ; and ſince they once give Ground, 
Well ply them home — nor give an Inch away, 
Then ſhall we gain the Conquelt of the Day. [Exeunt. 


Ketile Drums and Frumpets Enter Dorrington, O'Neal, 
and ſeveral voldier, hauling n Colonel Herbert as 4 
Priſoner, who ſeems to nate Reſiſtance. 


Derring Yield, Colonel, yield, nor from our 
Friendſhip fly, 
Since now no Hopes of Succour can be nigh, 
Submit yourlel!, for Shame nor thus upbraid, 
You are my Vaſla!, fince a Pris'ner made. 
Herb. Forbear inſult, thou proud Hibernian Waſp, 
T thought to've met you with a warmer Graſp, 
When ail the War rank'd in its dread Array, 
Stood the blind Fortune of this doubtful Day: 
When bloody Colours waver'd in their Pride, 
Aud each proud Hero did his Steed beſtride. 
Waen their loud Trumpets, with their ſhrill Alarms, 
Made Woouds reſound, and ſummon'd all to Arms, 
When Soldiers martiall'd, did the Signal wait, 
And ſtood in Order to atterd their Fate, Twas 
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*T'was then I mark'd the bloody Plume afar, 
Hearing before your mighty Deeds in War; 

I, for a while your Perſon could diſcern, 
And wiſh'd to meet you fingly Arm to Arm: 

But now I ſee that War's uncertain Scale, 
O'erweigh'd by Force, has made your Sword prevail, 
Yet know, proud Victor, though a Captive ta'en, 
My Liberty my Brethren ſhall regain, 


Enter St. Ruth, 


St. Ruth, Fly to your Poſls, be now, or never, brave, 
Nor waſte your Glory with a captive Slave ; 
Our Camp is almoſt now beleaguer'd round, 
Though twice repuls d, the haughty Foe gains Ground; 
But yet be brave, deſeat them once again, 
They'll yield the Battle, and deſert the Plain. 

Herb. Tis falſe as Hell, your Efforts they'll deteſt, 
No daſtard Thought can rule a Biitth Breaſt; 
My gallant Count: ymen diſdain to fly, 
But fall with Honour firſt, and chuſe to die. 

St. Ruth. Bear hence that captive Scellum from my 

| Sight 
Lodge him 3 and then purſue the Fight: 
This is no Time to loſe, when, in their Pride, 
The Enemy appears on every Side. ; 

[Exit Dorrington, O Neal and Herbert. 


St. Ruth /o/us. 


St. Ruth. Boad well my Heart, this Pris'ner ſhall no 
live, | 
One Minute's Reſpite more I will not give; 
His Friends come on, and at laſt, I fear, 
He may be reſcu'd from us, and get clear 
Then would he drown whole Squadrons in their Gore, 
And be more deſperate than he was betote; 
Vil hinder that, by Heaven he ſurely dies, 
And to my Fury falls a Sacrifice 
Exit with Keitie Drums and Trumpets. 


The 
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The SCENE opens, and diſcovers Cal. Herbert lying 
bleeding, he crawls forward to the Middle of the Stage. 


Herb. Wounded to Death, but yet my Heart won't 
| break, 

Though I retain ſcarce Power enough to {peak ; 
My Butchers are returned to the Fight, 
Vet had not Mercy left to kill me quite. 
Almighty Heaven! Victorious J/ i//iam vets, 
And ever crown his Armies with Succeſs ; 
May Laurels ever green adorn his Crown, 
And may his Arms throw Popiſh Altars down : 
Long may he reign, to ſhield this famous Land 
From Vionkiſh Powers, with a righteous Hand; 
And when he dies, let glorious Denmark come, 
With his great Ann, to guard the Britiſh Throne, 
Grant this, ye Gods! and, oh ye Powers divine ! 
Protect the illuſtrious Hang verian Line; ky 
May that great Race of Heroes rule the Throne, 
Be fam'd in War, and conquer World's unknown: 
Hear this, O Lord of Mercy, I beſeech; 
Fa in would | more—But Death juſt tops my Speech. 
Forgive my Murderers, as | freely do, 
Even from my Soul, ſo wretched World adieu. [Dies. 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey, his Sawword dran and 
ſpeaking to {ome within. 


Sir Char. Rally again, nor timerouſiy ſtand, 
Aw'd thus thro' Fear, but charge them Sword in Hand, 
Follow them briſkly through the neither Stream, 
There ply them cloſe—but ha !—what can this mean? 
[Sees Herbert, 
Here's Murder ſure committed! nothing leſs, 
He ſeeins a noble Briton by his Dreſs, 
A ftately Perſon, deck'd with modeſt Air, 
And on his Finger does a Signet bear! {wiewws the Ring. 
Oh Heavens! the Sight my conſcious Soul alarms, 
This Ring portrays the brave Lord Pembrole s Arms! 
This is my Brother Herbert, now | know; 
Damnation be his Doom who gave the Blow. 
| Oh 
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Oh my brave Herbert, there he murder'd lies, 
Grim Death and Treaſon clos'd the Heroe's Eyes, 
But l' take Vengeance for his Wrongs To-day, 
And Blood for Blood the Traytor's ſhall repay. 

As he offers to go off, he is net by a Ghoſt, auh 
approaches him three ſeveral { imes, each Time be 
falls back, then ſpeaks. 

What art thou? Speak! a Fury, Devil or Ghoſt ? 
Nay, be the Second, and then | need you moſt. 
Or have you left a bright celeſtial 'I hrone 

To take juſt Vengeance—Vengeance not your on, 
Or are you from th' infernal Aby ſs fled, 

To ſearch for Vengeance on a Murd'rers Head? 
Stand not amaz'd—See, there brave Herbert lies, 
Murder'd and flaughtei' d—Oh! I will tacrifice 

A thouſand Romith Souls, who ſhock'd with Woe, 
Shall, bound in Shackles, fill the ſhades below. 

Gho/t. Be not ſo raſh, wild Youth, forbear, forbear, 
| You judge me wrong ſor when I breath'd the Air, 
Here on this Eaith, I was your Father then, 

But I was butcher'd by the worſt of Men; 

They butcher'd me, then hid me under Ground, 

And to convince your Eyes, behold this ghaſtiy Wound. 
[Shews his Breaſt, 

Sir Char. O Heavens! my Father!—behold thus low 
bend my Body, and my Duty ſhew, 

Ghofl. Stand off, and touch me not, for Fear that 1 
Vaniſh away, and from your Preſence fly ; 

But mark my Words, the whiſtling Winds did ſing, 
How, prompt by Love, you fought againit your King, 
And how you would your Country extirpate ; 
1 hover'd down to let you know your Fate. 
Sir Char. Could ſuch vain trifling Thoughts as theſe 
entice 
A Ghoſt for to abandon Paradiſe, 
Anſwer me this, if it be no Offence, 
When thov'art at Reſt, where is thy Reſidence ? 


For mortal Men on Earth are prone to ſay 
Were Ghoſts in Heaven, in Heaven they there woah 
Or if in Hell, they could not get away. (ſtay. 
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Ghoſt. Where Viſions reſt, or Souls impriſon'd dwell, 
By Heaven's Command, we are forbid to tell; if 
But in the obſcure Grave, where Corpſe decay, 
Moulder in Duſt and putrify away, 
No Reſt is there, for the immortal Soul 
Takes its full Flight, and flutters round the Pole. 
Sometimes | hover o'er the Euxine Sea, 
From Pole to Spheie, until the ſudgment-Day. 
Over the Thracian B:ſpherns do I float, 
And paſs the Stygian Lake in Charon's Boat, 
O'er YVulcan's fiery Court, and ſulph'rous Cave, 
And r de, like Neptune, on a briny Wave, 
Liſt to the blowing Noiſe of AÆtna's Flames, 
And court the Shades of th' Amazinian Dames, 
Then take my Flight up to the gleamy Moon; 
Thus do | wander till the Day of Doom: 
Proceed I date not, or | would unfold 
A horiid Tale, ſhould make your Blood run cold, 
Chill all your Nerves and Sinews in a Thrice, 
Like whiſp'ring R vulets congeal'd to Ice. 
Sir Char. Ere you depart me, Ghoſt, | here demand, 
You'd let me know vour laſt diviae Command, 
Ghoſt. Then mark— 
My wand'ring Shadow, deſtitute of Breath, 
Is now compell'd to tread the orbed Earth, 
And hover down, this good Advice to bring, 
That you would aid your pious lawful King. 
Join not thoſe vile licentious Rebels Cauſe, 
Who flew thy Father in Contempt of Laws; 
But mind me well, the Gods do fo deviſe, 
That in this F ght you fall a Sacrifice : 
Then join the Biitiſh Hoſt, and ſcorn for Shame, 
To throw ſo vile an Action on your Name; 
Rouſe up your native Honour to your Aid, 
In William's Ri ht employ your truſty Blade, 
phew your Atchievements, and the Foe defy, 
Then fall with Honour, fiace you're doom'd to die; 
III hover o'er the Fields till join'd by you, 
Till then, my Son, farewel—adicu—adiey, 
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Sir Charles ſolus. 


Sir Char. Gone, and forſook me! thus what can do, 
Love bids me ftav, and Glory cries purſue; 
Which muſt { follow, ben! s +nnot ſtay, 
The ſacred Viſion ſaid | mutt obey 
Its ſtrict Commands Then by this Britiſh Hand, 
Pil never more decline my native Land, 
| But join my Countrymeu, and yet proclaim, 
Nassav's great Title to the crimſon Plan, 


48 


Enter Sarsfield aud Dorrington, their Swords drawn. 


Sars. Haſte, noble Knight, till we the Charge ſuſtainz. 
Full kfteen Hundred.ot our Font are ſlain; 
'T he Britiſh Fireballs ſome tew FTents have burn'd, 

And one large Batt'ry on ourl-'ves 's turn'd ; 
Now, gallant Youth. or never, try your Force. 
Sir Char. By Heaven's! Ii] tir not, was it ten Time 
worle! 
Long let them proſper, nor retire from hence, 
Till you attone tor murder'd Innocence. 

Sars. As Heaven is Witnels, or the conſcious Sun, 
I knew not of it til the Fact was done; 
I never could with ſuch an Act comply 
As wilful Murder, 

Der. By the Gods, nor ]. 


Enter St. Ruth. 


St. Ruth. Courage, my thrice renowned Friends, for 
now 
Shall Lawrels bind each conquering ViQtor's Brow ;- 
Once more the Eng'iſh Infantry retreats ; 
Purſue, we'll drive them back to Dublin Gates. 
Fall on, my Friends, a furious Havock make, 
Hew down whole Cohorts, but their Gincle take; 
Then, as a Terror to the following Age, 
Like Bagazet, I'll bind him in a Cage, [ Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth A CT. 
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ACT: V::8CENE I 


SCENE, The Hill ef Killcommodon. 
Enter Sarsfield and O'Neal, their Swords drawn, 


SARSFIELD- 


UGHRIM is now no more, Sr. Ruth is dead, 
And all his Guards are from the Battle fled; 

As he rode down the Hill he met his Fall, | 
And died a Victim to a Cannon Ball: 
With him our Lives and Fortunes all decay, 
For now the unthinking Cowards fall away. 

O Neal. Hope now is vain, no Succour can be found, 
And Death diſplays his ſable Flag around: 
But yet forbear too ſoon to yield to Fate, 
Nor fell our Lives at an ignoble Rate ; 
Here let us ſtand, and here attend our falls, 
As once Rome's Senate waited for the Gaal. 

Sars. O, my O'Neal, thou Partner of my Breaſt, 
Thus ſhare my Love [Embraces] tor now my Heart's 

atReſt; 

Death now is we come, fince I have a Friend, 
And one like you, on whom I may depend: 
The chearful Pelican's with Vigour ſtood 
To pierce their Breaſts, and feed their Young with Blood: 
So ſhall this Sword unfluice each azure Vein, 
To let forth Blood to feed the tragick Plain. 

O'Neal. Oh, name not that, my Lord, withſtand 

their Pow'rs, 

To ſell this Spot, which only now is ours ; 
Who falls with Glory, Annals do allow, 
Shares equal Laurels with the ViRor's Brow, 
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Enter Dorrington, his Sword drazun. 


Dor. ones noble Friends, and ſave your Lives by 
Flight. | 
For its but Viadneſs if you ſtand the Fight ; 
Our Cavalry the Battle have forſook, 
And Death appears in each dejected Look, 
Nothing but dread Confuſion can be ſeen, 
For ſever'd Heads and Trunks o'erſpread the Green, 
The Fields, the Vales, the Hills, and vanquiſh'd Plain, 
For five Miles round, are cover'd with the Slain ; 
Death in each Quarter does the Eye alarm, 
Here lies a Leg, and there a ſhatter'd Arm, 
"There Heads appear which clove by mighty Bangs 
And ſever'd quite, on either Shoulder hangs, 
This is the awful Scene, my Lords, oh, fly 
The impending Danger, for your Fate is nigh. 
Sars, Oh ſpare the Tale, my Friend, nor let me hear 
A Sound fo harſh, ill- ſounding to my Ear; 
Shalll ſtart back at Death, and then with Shame 
Be ever branded with a Coward's Name ? 
Blaſt all my Conqueſts through a damn'd Diſgrace, 
Nor dare to look a Soldier in the Face, 
Then beg for Charity and ſeek Relief, 
Like Hannibal the Carthaginian Chief, 
Who when by Scipio he was overthrown, 
He fled to Africk like a Vagabond, 
Cloath'd as a Slave, dejected and obſcure, 
He wander'd all alone from Door to Door : 
Then ſhall an Iriſh Soul ſubmit like him, J. 
To forfeit Honour, and renounce a King? 
No—here will I ſtand, and meriting Applauſe, 
Die all alone, if none will join my Cauſe. 
Dor. My Lord, forbear, let not a Thought fo vain 


Wiichin a brave Hibernian's Boſom reign, 


| Your Life will not for Liberty attone, 

Limerick and Galway are as yet our own; 

Then waſte not Time, but now to Limerick fly, 
From thoſe great Walls we may the Foe dety ; 


Here 


r 
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Here Hope is loſt; for now, upon my Truth, 
Sir Charles Gudft ey, that young trait'rous Youth, 
Has taken part with the prevailing Crew, 
And to Deſtruction does our Hoſt purtue. 

O'Neal. Curie on his Soul; oh may I1 near depart, 
- *Till with this Sword I reach the Traytor's Heart. 


Enter ſome Soldiers bearing St. Ruth bloody on their 
Shoulders, they lay him on the \tage, and throw a Cloak 
over the Body. 


Sars. There let him lie, like Pompey in his Gore, 
Whoſe Hero's Blood enrich'd th' Ep y/tian Shore ? 
There lies the Man, whole Deeds thall eyer ſhine 
In Flanders, France, and all along the Rhine; 

But here, through Raſhneſs, he eclips'd em all, 
And by his Folly wrought Hibernia's Fall. 

O Heavens! can Nature bear the thocking Sound 
Of Death or Slavery, on our native Ground? 
Why was I nurtur'd of a noble Race, 

And taught to ſtare Deſtruction in the Face ? 
Why was I not laid out a uſeleſs Shrub, 

And form'd for ſome poor hungry Peaſant's Cub, 
To hedge and plow, and with unweary'd Toil, 
To cultivate, for Grain, a fertile Soil, 

To watch my Flocks, and range the Paſtures through, 
With all my Locks wet with the Morning Dew, 
Rather than being Great, give up my Fame, 

And loſe the Ground I never can regain. 

Dor. Forbear, victorious Sir, and leave the Field, 
The Earth's belt Generals have been forced to yield; 
Victorious Darius was put to Flight ; 

And Paulus fell at Canne's bloody Fight; 
Great Scipio was by Hannibal defeated, 
And Regulus trom Carthage Walls retreated ; 
The great Goliab was by a Shepherd lain, 
And Gallick Philip gave up Creſjy Plain. 
Theſe, mighty Sir, were Heroes in their Time, 
That did in hoſtile Feats of Arms ſhine ; 
Then ceaſe, my Lord, to Limerick fly with Speed, 
Nor waſte a Life, of which we ſtand in need, 
12 But 
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But ſerve your Country yet, and, void of Fear, 
At Limerick Gates we'll ſtop their fwift Career. 

Sars Now ſtand, my Friends, and extirpate your Fears, 
For there the Limit of your Fate appears; 
But let me firſt view, with a wiſhful Eye, 
This once renowned Soil from whence we fly: 
So Adam when he was from Eden driven, 
He yet look'd back, to view his promis'd Heaven. 
Then with a Soul all cover'd with Deſpair, 
He grudg'd that Paradiſe he could not ſhare. 

A flouriſh of Kettle- Drums and Trumpets within. 


Enter with their Swords drawn, the Generals Talmaſh, 
Mackay, and Sit Charles Godfrey, with Soldiers. 


Tal. Take Quarters, Gentlemen, and yield on Sight, 
Or otherwiſe prepare to ſtand the Fight; 
Yet pray take Pity on yourſelves and yield, 
For blood enough ſuſtains the ſanguine Field; 
Tis Britain's Gloty, you yourſelves can tell, 
To uſe the Vanquiſh'd hoſpitably well. 
Sars Urge not a Thought, proud Victor, if you dare, 
So far beneath the Dignity of War; 
Jam a Peer, and Sarsfield is my Name, 
And where this Sword can reach, I dare maintain: 
Lite I contemn, and Death | recommend, 
He breathes not vital Air, who'll make me bend 
My Neck to Bondage ; then proud Foe decline, 
The Length of this [Sheaws bis Seword,] becauſe the Spot 
18 mine. | 
Tal. If you are Sarsfield, as you bravely ſhew, 
You're that brave Heroe, whom ! long to know, 
And wiſh'd to thank you on the reeking Plain, 
For that great Feat of blowing up our Train; 
Then mark, my Lord, for what J here contend, 
"Tis Britain's holy Church, I now defend, 
Great Wur.L1am's Right, and Maxy's Crown, theſe 
Three. 
Sars. Why then fall on, Lewis and James for me. 
| [The lriſh retreat fighting, and purſued by the 
Engliſh Party off the Stage. 


Enter 
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Enter jemina, veil d 


Jem. Where will my Sorrows give me leave to reſt; 
Oh happy might it be in Godfrey's Breaſt ! 
My conſcious Soul ſhould then conteman Alarms; 
So might I die with Pleaſure in his Arms; 
Yet now to find him, whither ſhall I go? 
Ye Gods! was ever Maid reduced fo low? 
The Youth who binds my Heart in Cupid's Chain, 
Has broke his Vows, or is in Battle ſlain, 
But, Turtle like, I'll to the Groves retr-at, 
There ſearch each drooping Branch to find my Mate, 
For there, perchance, he has been forc'd to fly 
From certain Fate, and bloody Tyranny ; 
But here he comes ; the mortal Sight ] view, 
With ghaſtly looks, and in a bloody Hue. 


Enter Sir Charles, leaning on his Sword, and wounded 
in ſeveral Parts of the Body. 


Oh! welcome to my Arms, my Soul's Delight! 
. TEmbraces, 

But Heaven's! my Heart bleeds inward at the Sight, 
To ſee the Youth Ilov'd thus bath'd in Core, 
Curſe on my Stars, for Heav'n can do no more. 

Sir Cha. Oh, my Femina ; for thou once were fo, 
Oh look not on me, nor one Glance beftow : 
For know, thou fair angelick heav'nly Maid, 
I'm perjur'd, damn'd, and have my Love betray'd: 
The Scorn of Mankind let me ever be, 
Nor let bright Heav'n ſhine on a Wretch like me; 
Oh look not dc wn with thoſe refulgent Eyes, 
Oa a curs'd Slave like me, who ling'ring dies, 
But rather drive me from your charming Sight, 
And blot me out from your Remembrance quite. 

Jem Spare the fad Tale, I cannot bear the Reſt, 
You are not falſe, for I ſuppoſe the Beſt. 


Sir Cha. As Heaven is witneſs, ſince the Truth I muſt, 


No Crocodile was ever more unjuſt, 
I have betray'd thee, oh! thou killing Fair! 
Why does the Earth fo vile a Monſter bear ? 


Earth 
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Earth yawn aſunder, leave the Centre fair, 
And ſwallow me alive in damn'd Deſpair : 
There bury'd in Oblivion, lye and rot, 
Diſdain'd by Heaven, and by Men forgot: 
I'm curs'd=——and mark'd by Heaven for wronging 
Innocence, | 
And Hell itſelf muſt puniſh the Offence ; 
For bound in Shackles am 1 doom'd to go 
To the dark Abyſs of the Shades below; 
Amidſt the Fight I did your Cauſe deſert, 
With Britain's conqu'ting Sons to take a Part, 
When Heaven, who ever does the Fair detend, 
In Juſtice overtook me inthe End ; 
For as the Britons did the Chaſe purſue /! 
In the Purſuit, with this, much Blood I drew, 
Which been view'd by an Hibernian Lord, 
He rally'd Back, and with a brandiſh'd Sword, 
With furious Force my Perſon he aflail'd, 
And his firong Genius o'er my Sword prevail'd ; 
Then, heavenly Fair, your AidI here implore, 
To lay me down, and then Il aſk no more. 
He lets fall his Sword, and lies down on the Staye. 
My optick Netvss grow dim and loſe their Sight, 
And all my Vets ate now exhauſted quite, 
Cold Sweats bedew my ghaftly looking Face, 
My Life ebbs forth, and Death comes on apace, 
I fain would live to make Amends for all, 
But cannot adieu my Soul you ſee your Godfrey 
fall. [ Dies, 
Tem. There fell as brave a Youth, with Fame inſpit'd, 
As ever yet a Virgin's Boſom fir'd, 
But ſure his Ghoſt will not be ſo unkind, 
To ſoar to Heaven, and leave me here behind, 
No, it is juit, ye Gods, it cannot be, 
He hovers on the Wing and waits for me, 


But ſhall not long—this ends the mortal Strife; 

[Takes uf bis Sword. 
This puts a Period to my worthleſs Life; 
Then after all my Anguiſh, Grief and Pain, 
In Heaven, my Love, we'll ſurely meet again. 
Witneſs, 
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Witneſs, ye Gods! Jemrna ſtill was true, 
And ſee what Love can make a Virgin do, 
Let fair Hibernia's lateſt Annals tell, 
That by the Force of IL. ove Temina gu; 
This to my Heart—fo wretched World farewel, 
[ Stabs berſelf and dies, 


Enter General Ginckle, Marquis Ruvigny, with Saldi- 


ers and an Officer with Colours, Drums beating. 


Ginkle May all the Gods the auſpicious Evening 
bleſs, 
That crowns Great-Britain's Arms with Succeſs, _ *® 
There let our C-lours rule the vanquiſh'd Plain, 
As mighty Emblems of Britania's Fame. 
How came this Lady here amongſt the Dead? 
Some virtuous Maid, who for her Lover bled. 
Soldiers bear hence theſe Bodies from this Place, 
| [They bear off the Bodies. 
And Officer haſte to bid the Slaughter ceaſe. 
[Exit Officer. 
My brave Ruwvipny to you I muſt aſcribe 
This glorious Conquelt ; for, on every Side, 
Thy noble Preſence was to animate, 
And bravely poize the Scale of Britain's Fate. 
Ruvig. Oh ſpare the Speech, my Lord, and do not 
raiſe 
Your Tongue, too laviſh, in your Servant's Praiſe, 
For when our Hoſt ſeem'd ready to deſpait, 
Some Inniſſillen Forces join'd our Rear, 
Who as brave Souls the mighty Shock ſuſtain'd, 
And vig'roully our former Poſts regain'd. 


Enter Talmaſh and Mackay, with Soldiers leading in 
Dorcington and O'Neal, as Priſoners. 


Gink. Speak, gallant Soldiers, is the Country clear, 
Have we no Foes nor Ambuſcades to fear? 
Tal. Not one, my Lord, fave what are Prilonets 
ta'en, 
No 1riſhman does near our Camp remaia, 
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To a large Bog their Foot have took their Way, 
And all their Horſe are fled towards Loughrea : 
Theſe Men, my Lord, as from the Chace we came, 
We found them Ing welt'ring with the Slain. 
Gink, Hail mighty Dorrington, thus low we bow, 
[ bowing. 
Shall we diſown the Prince of Orange now? 
Muſt we diſband our Legions, and reitore 
Your abdicated King to rule once more ? 
It could not be. I did the Act diſown, 
For mighty William yet enjoys the Throne. 
8 my Lord, nor thus inſult me ſo, 
Is this right Uſage for a captive Foe ? 
Had but St. Ruth ſurviv'd the tragic Fight, 
To Dublin Gates you would have taken Flight, 
For know, pi oud Conqueror, by your Lordſhip's Leave, 
Our Soldiers were ſuperior, and as brave. 
Gin. Reply no more, here ſee theſe Priſoners ſent, 
With a ſtrong Guaid of Soldiers to my Tent, 
Let them be kept aſunder, till we learn 
How we their marſhall'd Troops may yet difarm. 
[Exit Soldiers with Dorrington and O'Neal. 
For by examining it may be found, 
How in the Morn we may the Bog ſurround, 
Tal. There's none remains entire, for the Night 
Debarr'd each Soldier from his Fellow's Sight, 
And that they might be light to run more faſt, 
Their Belts and Arms, and all away they caſt : 
Four hundred Soldiers we have Priſoners got, 
And ſeven thouſand lieth on the Spot. 
Their Tents and Baggage, as our Soldiers Spoil, 
Shall be free Plunder to reward their Toil; 
This have we gain'd, by Heav'ns' tis really true, 
With all their Cannon, Arms and Colours too. 
Mac. To let this Vi&t'ry be more ſignal ſeen, 
Send all their Colours to the Britiſh Queen, 
As laſting Emib!ems of their total Fal, 
To grace in mighty Pomp Weftminſter- Hall. 
inc. It ſhall be done, but till the Morning Light 
Let our fierce Soldiers guard the Field all Night: 
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Let our ſmall Arms, and our thundering Cannon, 
Proclaim our Conqueſt to the vanquiſh'd Shannon ; 


Let Nonie in Silence and Aﬀi@ion weep, 
And let our Shouts proclaim it to the Deep. 


Tal. My Lord, the Muſter maſter's Liſt does tell 


How many Enpliſh in this Battle fell, 
A ſmall Account conſidering what we gain, 
Seven Hundred wounded, and as many ſlain. 


Ginc. O wond'rous God ! who can the Battle guide, 


And give a Conquelt to the weaker Side, 
Sure thy tremendous Hand the Battle fought, 


When England's dating Foes were brought to Nought. 
Now, my brave Friends, here to refreſh we'll ſtay, 


Then next to Galway bravely poſt our Way, 
There on its Walls our Britiſh Flag diſplay ; 


From thence to Limerick with our Forces haſte, 


And in our March lay Forts and Caſtles waſte, 


With Fury make the Gates of Limerick quake, 


With our dread Cannon make its Baſis thake, 


Convert the Gartiſons to England's Ule, 


And by one mighty Storm the Land reduce, 
Now ſpeed ye Cherubs thiough the liquid Air, 
To mighty William's Court the Tidings beat: 


Great Heaven once more our conquering Army bleſs, 


Let Britain's Arms ever meet Succels, 
O'er thy poor Land thy laſting Truth convey, 
And guard this Iſle we have redeem'd To-day, 


[Exeunt with Drums beating and Colours flying. 
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End of the Play. 
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To be ſpoken by one repreſenting a Preſs-Maſter, 
| attended by Sailors. | 


W EN Shakeſpear flouriſh'd in the Bloom of Wit, 
Tho? crown'd with Bays, no Epilogues he writ; 
"Che Age was modeſt ; then no Fop appear'd 
To damn his Plays, becauſe his Laſh they fear'd. 
But now our Criticks are fo numerous grown, 

Th' infeQ the Pit, and overfwarm the Town. 

The Author, therefore, beg'd I would ſtep in, 

To preſs on Board all thoſe who make a Din. 

The Town can ſpate em: Then, by ove, I fay, 
I'll preſs you all that dare to damn his Play: 

With Piſtol cock'd, and Cutlaſs by my Side, 

I'll ſpare no Fop, ſet forth in Peacock's Pride, 
Tho' lac'd and powder'd, and perfum'd moſt ſweet, 
That dates not man the Ladies, or the Fleet; 
Away on Board the Fleet I'll take them all, 

The Spaniards face, and give em t'other Fall; 
Deftroy their Navy, if they dare us meet, 

And ſcower their Coaſt, to take their ſilver Fleet, 
When great Aguſias bids, we'll homeward ſteer, 
'Then court the Ladies, when we all come here. 
Mean while we'll cry, as we ride o'er the Main, 
May Ceorge and Caroline for ever reign, 

'Fo rule Great Britain and its Laws maintain, 
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